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the great master of Europe. We slumbered under CHAP. the same roof at a Salzburg hotel that night. Bis- ^J^_ marckiwn tantum vidimus, but our vision was full and interesting. As a boy I was just in time to catch sight of the Duke of Wellington. In Paris we made two, three, or four visits to Gambetta, who received us each time with the open cordiality that made him one of the most attractive of men in private, as he was then for too short a span one of the most powerful in the public affairs of his country. We made friends with Cherbuliez, a publicist of much knowledge and sensible principles, and the author of lively and ingenious fiction that gave both of us uncommon pleasure.
We stayed at Lie*ge with Laveleye, then a publicist of European note, as different from Gambetta as any grave, well-informed, careful thinker ever was different from any tempestuous man of action. Then and for long years to come Laveleye had a thousand speculative misgivings about democracy. Chamberlain for his part only knew in those days that his concern was to work democracy and its forms in Great Britain as he found them. The two met frequently, and felt mutual pleasure and'respect, but they had not really much to say to one another. Cle*menceau came later, and as the three of us broke up after a long dejeuner at the Cafe* Anglais I had a feeling that my companion had a good deal more affinity in type with his new French acquaintance than with the Belgian. A dream came before his vision, as we two sauntered on to the boulevard, of practical co-operation with Cl&nenceau in the common interest of European democracy. Alas, like the dream of the international socialists, such
VOL. I                                                        M I pleased. "You have two faults," he once said, "you are sensitive and you are reserved. It was wrong to think that I meant anything amiss, and if you thought so, it was wrong not to have itover the merits of the case. haveblaze of living light,
